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addressing his fellow-Jew — cthink back and recall how our young
people behaved then. If they had conducted themselves dif-
ferently we should never have had Hitler. That is what makes
me an anti-Semite.'
The other Jew nodded non-committally. 'Perhaps you are
right,' he said.
Benno Israelovitchsky was right. I knew that Berlin, and he
was right. I knew Vienna of those earlier days too, and he would
have been right to say the same thing about that city.
The major issue, for Englishmen, of our contemporary times
needs to be made clear in a vital point. If we are, one day, to
fight Germany again, it must not be to put the Jews back on their
cushioned pasha's thrones there. If we want to help the Jews we
cannot do it by letting the least valuable of them into England, so
that they can make London in 1939 look like Berlin in 1929. If we
want to help the Jews the only way is to help them to their National
Jewish State — but not by giving them machine-guns to kill Arabs.
I contemplated Benno Israelovitchsky. He was a man nearing
sixty. In the offing sat his twenty-three-year-old amie, the usual
blonde harem-piece in a fur-coat, discovered somewhere in the
provinces of Belgium or France or Germany or Austria. I
wondered why he had taken such pains to discover that I was in
Prague, to make my acquaintance. From curiosity I had agreed
to meet him, I had asked him, why? He said he had read some-
thing about me and some forecasts I had made in a Czechoslovak
newspaper, admired their accuracy. That, I knew, was not all of
the truth. A deeper reason existed, somewhere.
As the evening wore on, and the fourth bottle of champagne
(gold foil and a popping cork are wonderful things, and Czech
champagne costs little more than nothing, so, well, I mean to say)
had gone, headless, to join the dead men, I found but. I had saved
Benno Israelovitchsky his fortune. I had written my book from
very different motives, but this had been one of its results.
Back in the early days of 1938 he was a worried man. Was
Hitler about to swallow Austria?, he asked himself day and night.
What would happen to the Jews there, and. their belongings?
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